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coming out thus in succession meant winning un
terno (three numbers) and a huge sum of money,
500,000 lire, which meant thousands of pounds.
She is now a rich woman, and the other day in
Rome, when I was in a bus, I saw her lounging back
comfortably in a big Isotta car! Dreams come
true !
On our return we stopped in Paris, but not in
the manner I had anticipated. We had taken our
places in the Rome-Paris Express, and I asked
Andre to put one of the suit-cases on the rack,
which he did. Subsequently he complained of an
internal pain. On reaching Paris I took him to see
the famous surgeon, de Martel, a very great friend
of ours. De Mattel's diagnosis revealed appendicitis
in a mild form. A simple operation, quickly
performed, would set him right again.
The operation lasted two and a half hours, and
but for Dr. de Martel's skill would have proved
fatal. Andr6 remained in the nursing-home for six
weeks.
While he was recovering, I was operated upon next
door . . . for appendicitis, also !
As soon as we were in a fit state to travel we
came back to London, and I sent Andre to stay
with a professor and his wife at Burgess Hill to
recuperate. Foolishly, he climbed over a wall and
fell, thus re-opening the wound, and back he came
to London for treatment.
In September, after the summer holidays, he
seemed quite fit and returned as usual to Wellington
College; so I thought that at last all was doing
well.
During November I accepted a film engagement